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A POEM: ; f 


4 


SP: 
| ROMAINE JOSEPH THORN, 
AUTHOR OF 


CLITO AND DELIA, - - THE MAD GALLOP, 
OR TRIP TO DEVIZES, &e. &c. 
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6 Oh knew he but his happineſs, of men 
The happieſt he ! who, far from public rage, 
4 Deep in the vale, with a choice few retir'd, 
“ Drinks the pure pleaſures of the rural life.“ 
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' TO THE 


PUBLIC. 


WHEN I firſt ſat down to write the following 
Poem, I did it ſolely as an amuſement, and enter- 
tained not the leaſt idea of communicating it to the 
world; — that is to ſay, no further than within the 
ſmall chats of my particular acquaintance, But 
having ſhewn the manuſcript, when finiſhed," to one 
of my very intimate friends, he eagerly adviſed me 
to run the hazard of publiſhing it. After repeated 
entreaties, I have, at length, conſented : But whe- 
ther it deſerves to be thus publicly uſhered into the 
world, or not, I muſt ſubmit to the ſuperior judg- 
ment of others. Thus far I am bold —_—_ to 
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_ affirm, that, ſhould the Poetry prove unharmonious 
in the opinion of any of my readers, the Sentiments 


Effort of my Muſe may be produftive of the 


think myſelf amply rewarded for the trouble of 


. 


are not inconſiſtent with Virtue; and if this ſhort 


ſmalleſt degree of pleaſure to any individual, I ſhall 


writing it. 4 
1 beg leave to ſubſcribe myſelf, once more, = 
with the greateſt deference, 3 1 E 

| : = | WV he 

- it 
The Public's moſt obedient humble ſervant, 

| os 28 he 


4 1 Joch. Thows. 
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RETIREMENT, 


JE gone ! ye noxious pleaſures of the town, 
Where Riot, Woe, and Dissipation, ſtalk, 
ith giant ſtride: Ye, gladly, I'd forego, 
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or joys, unmix'd with, guilt ; for rural groves, 


here Health and Innocence, triumphant, reign. 3 


Hail, to my raviſh'd eyes, ye verdant meads; 

e moſs-clad grottos, and embow' ring woods! | 

e lofty elms ; ye ſpreading oaks, all hail ! 

hoſe hardy trunks have, years on years, remain'd, | 
Againſt the potent fury of the ſtorm = | 10 
(Like BxIrAIx's cliffs) ſecure. - Oh! WER would dwell, 
Within the limits of the noiſy town, | 

Abſorb'd in ſmoke, and ſick with loathſome ſmells, 
Whilſt rural life can boaſt retreats like yours ? 

Fain would I hie beneath your ſpacious boughs, 15 


—_ RETIREMENT. 


Or wack ihe — of yonder jeſs mine bow! r 
(Impervious to the blaze of ſcorching Sol) 

And there, whilſt ſportive zephyrs, gently, play, 
Amongſt the fragrant, undulating leaves, ; 
Enjoy the great, the much-inſtruftive page | 208 : 


"> i mm 


Of thee, my Pors, --my ApD1s0N, -- my vou xo! 
Of thee, my lov'd, harmonious TnomsNu, too! 
For all is huſh'd in ſacred filence round, 

Save the faint echo of yon diſtant bell, 

That ſlowly vibrates o'er the tranquil lawn. | 25 


Dear, bleſt RETIREMENT ! who can-ſpeak one hall 
The boundleſs bliſs with which thour't ever fraught? IM 
Say, does the muck-worm Miſer know thy worth; 
Who ſcarcely to himſelf eben food affords 4 
To keep his meagre body from the „ 30 a 
Who, all abſorb'd in venal thirſt for gain, =_ 


Amid the tumult of the giddy world, Ho 
Is, hourly, graſping after ſordid gold ? (7. 
Does the looſe Debauchee partake thy ſweets 1 An 
Who, in nodcturnal ſcenes of guilt, impure, 35 nc 


Deſtroys his soul, his fortune, and his health ? 
Or, do the Slaves to Pleasure know thy joys: | 
Who, deep immers'd in one, vain, thoughtleſs round 


Of pomp and pride, eſteem each rapid hour, 


RETIREMENT. - 


— 8 gaiety and mirth, ei ee 
An age of woe: Whorrack their reſtleſs brains | 
o find ſome new contrivance to evade 
WA moment's Serious thought, -- and murder time 2— 
2: Wb 0 7 thy peerleſs bleſſings ever feel? -x 
u, no! they're utter ſtrangers to thy charms ! 45 
22 tyrant CONSCIENCE, with deſpotic ſway, | To 
n ſpite of all they can, ſecures its graſp, | 
= (whilſt their miſpent years, unthought of, fly) hi Ml | 
25 8 ith poignant ſting, embitters all their joys, | 


half = Oh, InDerENDENCE | could I once but call 50 
; Thy fertile ſtore of ev'ry good my own, | 
Forthwith I'd bid the buſy world adieu ; 
And, *neath the covert of ſome village cot, 
20 Procure a calm retreat! There dwell at caſe ; 
Nor envy Kings, nor Emperors, their thrones ! 55 
How great would be my bliſs, each Winter's night 
(Tho- bluſt'ring winds blew, hollow, o'er the waſte, 
And gelid ſtorms, of repercuſlive hail, 
35 Inceſſant, rattled on my humble roof) 
To read the classic, or historic page, 5 60 
And bring events to view, which, ages paſt, 
be world alarm'd ! To dwell, great Hou ER, on 
Thy ſacred ſong: Thine, matchleſs VI II, too! 
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Kon" Bards! Oh! that my —_ ſoul 
Could burſt the bounds of its terreſtial elo, 65 
And ſoar amid the ſkies': There, find your forms, 1 


2 N RETIREMENT. 


And catch one portion of your rage divine! 


i How vaſt my pleaſure, mid dread Winter's gloom 1 
Teenjoy the ſocial, ever-faithful friend, | 


A friend, endu'd with ſympathetic ſoul, | 70 
Devoid of flatt'ry (foſter d child of Hell 5 bf 
Within whoſe honeſt boſom, ſafely, 1 HOES 

Could all my ſorrows, or my joys, repoſe! 5 


One, ſuch as thou, my lov'd RICAR DUS,“ wert, 


When, o'er the vaſt Atlantic, I poſſeſs'd | ; 75 


Thy warmeſt wiſhes for my conſtant weal ;- 


Fer Fortune laviſh'd, on my hapleſs "Fi 


Her frowns ſevere, and clog'd my ling'ring hours 
With varied woe. — Were joys, like thefe, but mine! 4 
Then might ye blow, ye ſurly, wintry, winds, 80 
Until your rage be ſpent! To me, your hum, mh 


And uproar loud, would more delightful prove 


Than all the charms of grandeur and parade, 


Hark ! 1 n the windings of yon ſhady copſe, . 
What charming concert lives! The Joyous birds, 8g 


In lofty accents, carol forth their lays, 


* A very intimate and beloved friend of the Author's, 
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nd deal a voce harmony r 
heir thouſand various notes (melodious n more 
an am'rous ſtrains of midnight ſexenade, 


rcharge the breeze, and echo o'er the plain. 

dud, and more loud, their tuneful airs prevail, 

d mount into the ſky! Ye happy tribes 1 

o racking cares afflict your tender breaſts, 

r, from your eyes, extract the frequent tear 77 95 
t, undiſturb'd, you rove, from hill to dale, 

ill ſlent Night begins her cheerleſs reign, 

nd ſpreads her ſable mantle o'er the world ; 

hen, to ſome unfrequented glade retir'd, 


Ir ſavage school-boy's ever hated haunt, 

ou lull yourſelves to reſt: When ſmiling Morn, 
\rray'd in brightneſs and majeſtic pomp, 

diſpels the dreary gloom, you all again, 


n ſtrains, reſume your wonted ſong. 1056 


Nor hin Oh HALSEWELL ! ! * ſhalt eſcape my 1 
Dear, pleaſing ſpot, enrich'd with ev'ry charm 
Retirement” s warmeſt votaries can wiſh, 

* A beautiful ſeat, in the pariſh of Goathurſt, near Bridgwater, in 


vomerſetſhire, well known to the Author, A Cs to —_ Tynte, reli 
f the late Sir —_— Kemys _ 


ith which Italian youths their fair-ones greet). 90 . 


ar diſtant from the walk of dreaded man, 106 


Thy mazy wilderneſs and beauteous lawns , 


How oft, when tir'd, and faint with Summer' 8 beat, ; 
I've eas'd my thirſt at thy relucent ſtream | _ 118 
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Thy num'rous ſweets! ! Death, all ſubduing Death 


Have felt the bounty of his gen'rous heart! 12 5 
The ever ready gift he had in ſtore, 


5 Or bend my courſe along the foreſt's glade, 


"Sn | RETIREMENT. | „ 


Or vaſt —— . pourtray | 
How oft, with fellow ſchool-boys, have I rovd © 119 


Explor'd, with rapture, thy Jone hermit cot, L 
That lies emboſom d deep amid the grove ! 1 


(To me more ſweet than prov'd to fabled Jovz - 
The neQar'd bowl his Ganymede bore !) 

Which ſteals, in wild meanders, o'er thy mead, 
From Neptune's image, proſtrate on the ground. 
But, ah ! thy late lov'd lord no more enjoys 


(From whoſe deſtructive dart not one can *ſcape) 
With ruthleſs arm, hath ſnatch'd him from the world! 
Ye poor of Goathurst ! oft your ſuppliant hands 


* 


Which, lib'rally, he dealt; and much he joy d 
To ſend "ou — with happineſs, away | 


Come, CONTEMPLATION ! light upon my foul ff 
And, whilſt I wander o'er the flow'ry dale, | 


Oh! let me not forget to muſe on HI, 


. . | RETIREMENT. ??? 
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11% he great, th' e Sovereign of the ſkies; 

ho form'd the azure canopy above, _ 

nd gave creation birth! Who made us man, 135 
image nearest to his sacred self! L 

an I behold this variegated mead; 

112 © & DN boundleſs ſky, that veils peri Heav? n; 

3 Wn flaming Sun, who wheels his rapid courſe 


o ; yet, forget the Gov, whoſe potent word, 
om Chaos rude, and infinite opaque, | 

120 onfirm'd them what they are? It cannot be! ** 
eason condemns abſurdity ſo groſs; 


11a be fo far embruted, as to fail 

laſting wonder and unceaſing praiſe. 

eign, mighty God, to fill my humble foul 

Vit adoration, gratitude, and awe / Fi 

nd help me, henceforth ever to extol - + 130 


; hy ſacred wiſdom and thy boundleſs love. ! 


12:8 


ou Hail, bleſt BRITANNIA! Choſen nation, hail ! 
hrice happy thou, whoſe highly favor'd ſons 
*ofſeſs each comfort facred Peace“ can yield! N 


hy meaneſt peaſants, fearleſs, can recline 1335 


130 


75 5 = gs = | : 
This Poem was partly written prior to the preſent war. 


ong the wide immenſity of ſpace ; oy 140 


Tor will admit, that man, distinguish'd man, 145 


1 RETIREMENT: 
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Beneath their mee. $ ſhade ; "theke homes enjoy, | | 
Free from oppreſſion and tyrannic rule f 

No frequent broils, or ſcenes of blood, and 
Thy tranquil land; but, on thy gladſome plains, 

5 Joy, Wealth, and SACRED LiBERTY reſide ! . ; 16 
The neighb'ring nations envy thee thy | bliſs; 
And, whilſt, they dread the thunders of thy arm, 
Confeſs thy ſpot the Paradiſe of Earth ! 

Mild, too, as gentleſt zephyrs, are thy ſons; 

Candid and brave; — to draw the ſword averſe : 10 
But, once arous d, not fiercer terror ſtrikes 
The hapleſs wretch, who (as he, lonely, roves 

Through Libyan deſerts, or Numidian wilds) 
Deſcries the ſanguine lion, from his den 
Emerging, faſt, to ſeize him for his n 
Than ſtrikes the foe, when once their fury's looſe ! | 
Inſulting SPAIN,“ of late, but ſcarcely ſcapꝰd 

Thy dreadful Rage ; which, on her ſhores diſcharg'd, 
Would, ſoon, her haughty ſpirit have ſubdu'd, | 

And brought her faireſt proſpeas all to nought. b a 

Soon would thy matchleſs fleets have ſafely tow 'd, WA. 


Within thy joyous ports, her floating towr's ; The 
Whilſt, humbled in the duſt, her captive hoſt Ane 


8 — to the Spaniſh armament, relative the diſpute of Nootka June RET 
in the year 790. | 


Had Cy the lucklefs . ties firſt pee 


1 from the worich bleſt Hza rn ſecures, 
JETIREMENT ! ! mid thy ſhades, and native groves, 
er conſtant. Reign. No. ſickly ſeams exhale 

{round thy happy plains: No fetid ſcents 

Of noiſome ſtews thy air, ſalubrious, taint. 18 
Seldom, deſtructive. Pestilence is known 

10 o ſweep thy humble cottagers away, 

Or ſtalk within thy, reach: It moſt delights 
o ſpread its haveck in the crowded town, 0 
And city's ſwarm ; where to its direful rage 1980 
As hapleſs London can too well declare“) 

nouſands on thouſands oft, lamented, fall. 


— 


Thou, too, Oh, heav'n-born Innocence ! abhor'ſt 
The city's guileful joys; and tak*ſt thy ſtand . 
mid RETIREMENT's walks; where no fell ſcenes 195 
f lewd intrigue, or foul debauch, employ - 

WEN oQturnal hours; but, where the peaſant, calm 

As Summer ſeas, when not a breath of air 

Their ſurface ſkims, hies carl 0 his couch. 

And riſes, cheerfully, at dawn of day. | 200 


REL1c1on, too, fair offspring of the ſkies, 


2 * n eee 
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* Alluding to the ever memorable plague in London. 
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To quell hy patience, and awake thy wrath. | 28% 
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